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Top: Half naked student enjoys a sexual liberation from the lower workload of half credit classes. 


Half-Credit Classes Require Students 
To Be Half-Naked 


Students excited about the 
option of taking half-credit 
classes next fall were surprised to 
learn about a new requirement: 
showing up half-naked. “There are 
several ways students can fulfill 
the half-naked requirement,” the 
registrar’s office said in an email 
on Thursday afternoon. “Students 
can be naked from the waist 
down, naked from the waist up, 
or wearing undies and a skimpy 
top, no socks.” Course offerings 
are slated to include: Down to the 
Core: Human Anatomy (with real 
subjects! ), Exposed: Gender Studies 
(demonstrations not included), and 


Conflict.” 

“Our department of horny 
psychology majors has determined 
that half-credit classes require a 
special kind of attention: one that 
can only be paid while indecently 
exposed,” said administrator Raul 
Dawg. “We're all about centering 
student research, so we thought, 
‘fuck it, let’s give this a whirl!” 

“There’s something so 
liberating about taking my clothes 
off in front of other people. Like 
yeah, these are the rules. I know 
your little dick is gonna get hard 
checking me out. They have nude 
beaches all over the world, you 


Baring it All: The Israeli-Palestinian know. America is so sexually 


BIGGABED TOO BIG TO CARRY A CONVERSATION 


LANGUAGE TABLE 


They might be twice the size for twice the partners, 


but they couldn’t keep up with the Noodle. 


ROOM RENTALS, PAGE $285 


BASEBALL TEAM BUYS THE DIP 


DANCE DEPARTMENT INTRODUCES BODY 


teetotalitist,” said Jen Ital ‘24. 
“Hopefully this new requirement 
is a step towards letting it all hang 
out all over campus.” 
Mary Sue ‘24 had a 

different view on the situation. 
“T was looking forward to taking 
Teachings of the First Testament 
next fall, but knowing that I have 
to undress really strips the integrity 
of the bible’s message of modesty. I 
think ~” 

Unfortunately, we could not 
collect the rest of the interview, 
as Jen Ital had tackled her to the 
ground, screaming, “nudity for all! 
Nudity for all!” 


thelocalnoodle.com 


Returning 2020 
Graduates Forced 
to Make Up Two 
Years of SafeCollege 
Trainings Before 
Receiving Diploma 


As the end of the semester approaches, the class 
of 2020 will have the opportunity to make up for a 
graduation that was interrupted by the pandemic. 
But before they can graduate, the former students 
will have to make up 138 hours of missed SafeCol- 
lege training. After arriving, all graduates are re- 
quired to check in at Pepin Gymnasium, make up 
28 months of weekly covid tests, and enter day 0 
quarantine for their first 24 hours in Middlebury. 

“Having nasal swabs shoved up my nose for five 
hours straight definitely wasn’t something that I 
anticipated for graduation week,” said Sophie Old- 
now ‘20. “But I guess we’ve been gone for a while 
and missed a whole lot. Plus, the permanent nasal 
pathway damage I sustained will be a fun souvenir 
to remember the week by.” 

Dean of Events Noah Lowens explained that these 
requirements were less of a public health necessity, 
and more of an additional component of the under- 
graduate experience. 

“These kids missed out on so much. It’s only fair 
to them to get the chance to make up that lost time,” 
he stated. “It’s not about whether they need to do 
these things. They don’t really need to have gradua- 
tion either, but here we are, so we’re going to make it 
count.” 

The final rite of passage 2022 graduates have to 
complete will be being diagnosed and medicated for 
severe depression, a la Fall 2020. Congratulations, 
graduates! 


TICK ON YOUR BUTT THINKS YOU HAVE A FLAT ASS 


“Lyme’s are jucier than that ass,” said Tim the Tick. 


“[Intense gesturing].” 


ECOCRITICISM, PAGE 1981 


CREATIVE MOVEMENT, PAGE 5-6-7-8 


BEE-THEMED SCREW LEADS TO MEN HARVESTED 


FOR SPERM AND DYING 


“EhmamgmroamaaArghm “spits* stocks!” 


SZYN, PAGE -14.31% 


WARNING: This product contains nicotine. Nicotine is an addictive chemical. 


“Damn queen, you are killing me.” 


HIVE POLITICS, PAGE HON3Y 


CCI HOSTS GAMER BOOTCAMP 


Mandatory Monster IVs will be provided for all 


participants. 
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College Excited 
To Announce New 
“Company Towns” 


On April 8th, the college announced the recent 
acquisition of a 35-acre plot of land on Seminary 
Street Extension to develop tenement housing to 
combat the college’s waning workforce. Middlebury’s 
Equitable Oppression Committee unveiled their 
dream to fill this space with “rustic and dilapidated 
slum-style housing reminiscent of the late Industrial 
Revolution period.” 

“We have big plans for the new worker’s 
campus,” said Construction Leader Monet Baggs 
while twiddling his handlebar mustache. “After 
the housing’s finished, we plan on substituting 
our workers’ wages with the far more valuable 
‘MiddBucks’, which they can exclusively redeem at 
Middlebury-owned stores-” Baggs then threw back 
his head, letting out a long, shrill cackle as lightning 
struck the window behind him. 

The company town will be equipped with 
the necessary accouterments to best foster that 
systemically-impoverishing architectural style: 

a water-system made up of hundred-year-old 
flaking lead piping, and plastic billy-clubs to allow 
workers to protect themselves from the heavily- 
armed Middlebury Pinkertons. Additionally, each 
housing unit will mandatorily include at least four 
families, providing an intimate proximity of constant 
shoulder-to-shoulder contact inside worker homes. 

“We are just a big family here at the college, after 
all,” said Baggs from his perch atop a mound of gold. 
“Family means making a couple o’ sacrifices for the 
greater good!” 

Some workers are suspiciously optimistic about 
the new housing options. “Now that I can live with 
my entire family underneath the umbrella of the 
Board of Trustees, I can teach my kids to follow in my 
footsteps and keep a Middlebury College career in 
our family for generations to come,” one custodian 
exclaimed while Midd Supervisor Lavor Shortigage 
held a gun to his lower back. “With MiddBucks, I 
won't have to worry about annoying bank deposits, 
not to mention worrying about cash. Why would 
I need U.S. currency when everything I need can 
be found conveniently in the MiddMart down the 
street?” 

When we asked why the college doesn’t just raise 
employee wages, Shortigage cut our interview short. 
With a stern parting look, and a disappointed sigh, 
the Midd Supervisor took the custodian by the arm 
and led them away to what we can only assume to be 
some form of administrative punishment. 


Jan 


BUY YOUR IPAD BABIES HERE 


wae a oe ea 


GUARANTEE OR YOUR MONEY BACK 


Top: The iPad Baby industrial complex is remaking the Vermont landscape on Route 125 toward Cornwall. 


iPad Baby 


Redemption 
Center Built Next to 
Ridgeline 


The administration has finally fulfilled a long- 
held desire for many students: the iPad Baby 
Rental Center is now open for business. Finally, 
students can go to the library to get one, two, or 
even three iPad babies of their own for a limited 
rental period. 

“There are so many options available, it’s really 
quite amazing!” said Karen Notamom ‘23. “I was 
at first stuck between the Balloon-Popping ADHD 
Baby and the Stuck-On-Homescreen Stupid Baby. 
I finally decided to go with an affordable package 
deal: 3 Angry Babies Competing Over One 
Cracked iPad Stuck in iOS 10. That way, I can get 
that maximum baby-benefit without having to bust 
the bank.” 

However, many students have been protesting 
the opening of the rental center. They claim these 
iPad babies are inauthentic, and that students are 
being cheated out of their money. 

“These are very obviously bootleg iPad babies. 
Clearly the training facilities are not working hard 
enough,” said Winston Bluehill ‘24. “They keep 
looking at me instead of the iPad. I mean, what do 
you want? A hug? Some water? Googoo, gaga- oh, 
fuck off!” 

Luckily for those who are disgruntled with 
the facility’s services, the manager, Rob Ott, has 
promised a diplomatic solution that will leave 
everyone incredibly satisfied. 

“Renters can exchange any failed iPad babies 
for an assortment of other products, such as scrap 
metal, a single penny, or a lunch voucher for Midd 
Express. And don’t worry: all defective iPad babies 
will be sent to the Genius Bar, where they will be 
raised lovingly sans iPad.” 


Crossroads Serves Up 
Authentic Cafe Experience 
Amid Supply Shortages 


After an avalanche 
of supply shortages, 
Crossroads Cafe has 
announced that it will 
be completely giving up 
on serving beverages 
and instead focusing on 
curating an indie coffee 
shop experience. 

“Ever since we ran 
out of oat milk, cow 
milk, soy milk, almond 
milk, and breast milk, 
it’s been hard to make 
coffees and smoothies,” 
said Matt Cha, ‘22, 
Crossroads’ back-of- 
house manager. “Instead, 
we're going to put more 
energy into what really 
matters: making sure our 
baristas are dressed as 
intimidating as possible 
and curating a playlist 
that makes you horny 
while you’re trying to 
work.” 

Elizabeth London-Fog, 
‘23.5, who has been a 
Crossroads barista since 
their first year, outlined 
the new protocol in the 


event that a customer 
breached policy and 
tries to order something 
caffeinated. 

“As soon as someone 
approaches the counter, 
we'll make them read our 
new sign which will state: 
‘no bevvies, just vibes.’ 

If that doesn’t work, 

we'll pretend to prepare 
the drink and then hand 
them an empty cup. Some 
people are visual learners, 
and we need to respect 
that.” 

When asked how the 
baristas would get paid 
for their hard work, 

Cha shrugged. “For us, 
Crossroads isn’t really 
about making money, 
it’s a passion project. 
But, at the same time, 
being passionate takes 
work, you know? So 
we're ensuring we'll 
be reimbursed by 
blackmailing the Student 
Investment Committee 
until they allow us to 
embezzle thousands.” 
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Top: Snuggles and Kisses Club espions make their way into a bustling McCullough Student Center. 


Snuggles and Kisses Club 
Makes Militant Comeback as 
Mask Mandate Falls 


The drop of the campus 
mask mandate has brought 
the return of the premier club 
for obtaining platonic comfort, 
the Snuggles & Kisses Club. 
However, this long period 
of covid restrictions has 
radicalized the club to begin 
waging a militant nuzzling 
campaign. 

“The SMOOCH Operation— 
Snuggle, Make-Out, Observe, 
Caress, Hug—will terminate 
this fog of sadness hovering 
our covid-plagued campus” 
said Cute Commander 
Kittenn.“SMOOCH Special 
Forces will march through 
the dorm halls, armed with 
kiss-pistols and hug grenades, 
and will disseminate comfort 
justly.” 

The club’s militant rise 
hasn’t gone without resistance, 
however. Differing beliefs on 


how to best spread love and 
affection climaxed in fierce 
factionalization, resulting in 

the birth of two other cuddly, 
adorable militias: the Smile Pile, 
and the Cuddle Puddle. 

“Those vile dogs over at 
the Snuggles & Kisses club 
are misguided,” said Smiley 
Kaiyote, Senior Smile Minister 
of the Smile Pile Guerrillas. 
“Tsn’t a care package of mint 
tea, a weighted blanket, and a 
vibrator enough to support our 
troubled citizens? We cannot 
give them kindness, we can 
only facilitate them realizing 
their own sense of self- 
snugglehood.” 

The Smile Pile have 
continuously halted the 
Snuggles and Kisses Army 
through savage guerrilla 
warfare: strategic planting 
of self-help book-bombs and 


flashmob acapella covers of 
“Lean on Me.” 

“Despite the clear violations 
of the Genial-Love Convention 
in their practices, at least they 
aren't as bad as those hedonistic 
freaks, the Cuddle Puddle,” 
said Snuggle Correspondent 
PJ Puppie. “We've yet to 
triangulate the ‘Cuddle Puddle 
Huddle’, their HQ. But citizens 
rumor that one can find them 
by listening closely for the 
highly-consensual, emotionally- 
mature yelps of their friendship 
orgies. 

“As soon as we find this 
groupsex sanctuary, we’re 
putting them down like the 
troubled bastards they are. 
There will be a hellfire of 
butterfly kisses, a tsunami of 
smooches upon their lands!” 


Senior Girls on Dating 
Freshman Boys: 

“We're not cougars, 
were panthers! 


Eagle-eyed campus 
observers may have noticed 
the rise of freshman-boy, 
senior-girl couples over the 
past year. However, never 
fear: according to senior 
girls, “We’re not cougars! 
We're panthers!” 

Edith Kingsley ‘22 
was prowling around the 
Stew Pit when she saw 
Steel LaForce ‘25 making 
a wildflower crown in the 
corner. After briefly charging 
up, she pounced. She and 
LaForce are now going 
steady, and it “has nothing to 
do with his last name. I was 
immediately drawn in by his 
energy. As soon as he asked 
me how to get to the AC, I 
knew that he was the one for 
me.” 

These are not isolated 
incidents. Professor 
of Psychology, Rupert 
Hoschfield, attempted 
to explain this recent 
phenomenon: “you know 
what they say about horny 
dudes, ‘big dogs gotta eat’, 


but no one talks about how 
big cats go into heat. It’s a 
natural instinct. They can’t 
help it. The lady panthers 
need a chance to sharpen 
their claws before they enter 
the workforce. Looking 
for a little top of the food 
chain action before they get 
slaughtered in capitalist 
America. It’s primitive.” 

Our reporter caught up 
with LaForce in his Stew 4 
triple: “I just love how Edith 
always knows what path 
to take — not just in life, but 
also literally, like how do I 
get to Monroe, you know?” 
he said, casually tucking his 
life-sized cardboard cutout 
of Sigmund Freud under his 
biggabed. 

“Is like in Lolita, you 
know? But the genders 
are swapped, so it’s okay,” 
Kingsley said. “Now, if 
you'll excuse me, Steel is 
eating at Atwater for the first 
time tonight-and he’s really 
nervous.” 


Top: Mature panthers prowl about outside Stewart Residence Hall. 
Early spring is considered panther mating season. 
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OPINION 


Re: Copper Stocks 
are Soaring 


Until the next Supreme Court leak. 
Yours in insider trading, 


The Local Noodle Staff 


The Local Poodle 


EMMA TZOTSCHEW Editor-in-Chief BASIL ALFARO Charred Effigy 


ANDY CAO Cow Enthusiast MANNY FORS Giant Pacific Octopus 
ZOE COVINGTON-TOWNER Gone Fishin’ OSCAR FLEET Destroyer of Self 
CASSIE EILISH Held Hostage at 48°52.6’, 123°23.6’ FRANCESCA MEDEIROS Master Baiter 

DAVID FACTOR Borderline (Great) Personality Disorder GRIFFIN CLINTON Virgin Looking for a Vascetomy 
CLAIRE CONTRERAS Water Boy CECE CALDWELL 34C 
SOPHIE HOCHMAN Voice of an Angel TIM HUA Mill Return Next Semester 


JESSICA BUXBAUM Foreign Correspondent 


Middlebury’s only news source. Since 1800. 


Dear White People: 


Stick to Tap! 


Give Tap a Chance! 

First off, I gotta say 
I really admire how 
brave you all were to 
join Evo. It takes a lot of 
guts to look at a dance 
group created to elevate 
minority dance styles 


and say “I belong there!”. 


Your confidence is cute, 
yes, but we need to face 
the cold, hard facts: you 
just can’t dance. And I’m 
sorry, but your idea of 
“twerking” reminds me 
of a worm crossing the 


skirts would suit you a 
lot better, wouldn’t you 
agree? 

Go on now, and maybe 
if you click your heels 
together three times the 
gods of dance will let 
you perform the WAP 
at your uncle Rodney’s 
funeral next fall. And if 
tap doesn’t work out, try 
out for The Local Noodle! 
You clearly already have 
a great sense of humor. 


Thoughts and Prayers, 
Boogieman Lewis ‘23 


street. 

But don’t worry, 
I’ve got a solution for 
you. Have you ever 
considered joining the 
equally illustrious, 
but significantly more 
Caucasian, dance troupe 
“On Tap”? Their stiff 
hips and knee length 


On Pastoralism and Paternalism: the 
Vulnerabilty in Being Rich 


When I sit in a creative 
writing class and wonder 
why exactly I’m in a room 
of people with real life 
experience to write to, 

I remind myself of the 
vulnerability I bring to the 
table. The vulnerability starts 
in memory. The memory 
starts when I pick up the 
quill, dip it in the ink, and 
take upon myself the burden 
of writing, cataloging, 
constructing a history from 
my side of the mountain. 
Picture this: my mother— 
brunette, free spirited, in 
constant fights to subvert 
her role as a young wealthy 
wife—floats through the tall 
grasses of our rural estate. It’s 
quiet, the wind wrestling with 
the summer heat as the sun 
beats down on straw-color 
hats. With I in an off-white 
linen jumper, my mom ina 
matching peasant chic dress, 
we journey the fields in search 
of the wildflowers we’d sown 
last fall. We map our path 
with stories and trampled 
weeds crisscrossing the estate. 


Top: A young creative writer faces the psychological toll of grow- 


ing up with a manicured lawn. 


We play pretend, LARP a 
pastoral past through picnics 
hidden away from the prying 
presence of patriarchy. 

I can’t pretend to 
unconditionally love the 
paternal structure. A distant 
relationship with my father— 
the coldness of which ices 
over a room as we study each 
other from opposite sides of 
the table, our wine glasses 
calculably lower as we bask 
in the tension—is what drives 
me. No one else could fund 
my lifestyle and artistic drive 


á 
ea 


as he. 

So I bring that to the table, 
the afternoons of sunburn, 
the biggest issues in my life 
being derived from paternal 
distance in the pastoral 
construction of my childhood 
around the landscapes 
that were empty of any 
defining experience outside 
of the liberal arts oriented 
appreciation of beauty and 
its adjectives. And you 
know what, I pretty good at 
imposing it upon the sadder 
lives of my realer classmates. 
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Review: “Mr. Burns” 


By CHARMAINE QUINT 


The Middlebury Theater 
department’s production of “Mr. 
Burns” brings a fresh and exciting 
energy to Anne Washburn’s post- 
apocalyptic play, combining bold set 
design with a high-energy cast. Yet 
for all of its strengths, “Mr. Burns” 
fell apart during the thirty-minute 
sequence when I went into the 
bathroom to watch Simpsons porn on 
my phone. 

In the world of “Mr. Burns,” 
electricity is scarce. Middlebury’s 
lighting department uses impressive 
restraint in its design, relying only 
on the central campfire for a majority 
of the play. But for a play that calls 
itself “post-electric,” the production 
was surprisingly reliant upon my 
shitty iPhone charger, which struggled 
to keep my phone charged as I 
downloaded terabytes of Simpsons 
porn while sitting on the toilet. 

The main cast are all great, but 
the show was stolen by newcomer 


Top: Young men pimp themselves to a crowd searching for genuine 
connection amidst the bright lights and lives at Middlebury. 


DO YOU WANT TO 


WITH MORE OF THIS 


Mr. Porter, the forty-year-old 
custodian who knocked on my 
stall while Simpsons porn blasted 
from my Bluetooth speaker and 
asked me to “keep it down, son.” 
Porter’s performance was magnetic, 
particularly when he offered to send 
me some Family Guy stuff that would 
“blow my mind.” 

Despite the strong efforts 
of the cast, this reviewer was still 
disappointed in the lack of cohesive 
direction. The play spends the first 
thirty minutes setting up a post- 
apocalyptic setting, where a group 
of survivors struggle to recall an 
American culture that has burned to 
the ground. Halfway through the play, 
however, we leave these survivors 
behind and enter the Wright Theater 
bathroom, leaving this reviewer with 
a few questions. What happened to 
the original cast? Who are these older 
actors, covered in yellow face paint? 
And how can I get rid of the virus 
on my phone, without losing the 
Simpsons porn which I so dearly love? 


From behind the frosted windows of 
Pearsons and Miliken, warm red LED 
light floods through the glass and strikes 
the Ross lawn with bloody vermilion. 
Here’s who’s behind the window: 6'1, 
blond sophomore, standing bulky, but 
unimposing... a soft, tortured giant. Or, 
come look at another: brunette—a “short 
king,” as they say-beautiful hands 
calloused from hours at the climbing 
wall. He haunts the wall, that pantheon 
of Middlebury crunchiness, a mere 
phantom; his visage always hidden by 
a navy-blue hat as he hops and leaps 
above Brooker-residents below. But here, 
he may finally be naked, or even maybe 
vulnerable. A self, fractured by its own 
vying to love, commodified for others as 
but “male”. 

Middlebury’s red LED light district 
has blossomed on the excess demand 
for mental health services on campus. 
Peddling “embodied emotional 
connection” and “real, anti-bullshit” 
conversations, otherwise emotionally 
unavailable men privatize their engaged 
listening for a premium. While their 
services—eye contact, nodding, and 
verbal reassurance—are covered by 
neither Blue Cross Blue Shield nor the 
Gallagher Student Health Plan, students 
flock to the district unimpeded by cost. A 
dollar here, a dollar at the next window, 
there is not a price to place on innocence, 
transacted and forgotten. 

These boys, at the precipice of 
manhood, stare out into the night, 
their blank eyes somehow inviting 
conversation from desperate passerby. 
Their faces are framed by a host of 


Charmaine Quint is a reviewer for the Local 
Noodle, and disgraced former chef. His new 
book, Jesus Take The Hot Wheels, is an ode to 
his childhood in Kennebunkport, Maine. 


Rayn Norschien is a writer, mother, and ac- 
tivist, in that order. She was recently 
nominated for “Most Annoying New Writer 
That We Have To Acknowledge” by the New 
Yorker. Her work has been published or is 
forthcoming in the Boston Globe, the Green 
Mountain Rag, and Arts Midwest. 


Emotional Support from 
Men for Sale in the Red 
LED Light District 


stickers, illustrating a performative 
support for Green Dot and MiddSafe. 
Venmo OR codes are the tip jars, the 
contactless nature of payment indicative 
of both the service — and our time. 
Theyare hauntingly beautiful because 

of their duality: rugged Northeast prep 
school masculinity as they toil body and 
soul for the emotional acquiescence of 
another; their voluptuous curves draped 
over with ill-fitting button-downs. 

And who are these women, the patron 
saintesses of unattached men? I met 
Rachel, a small-statured redhead with a 
love for Radiohead and no one to share it 
with. Stephanie came by later, the lanky 
blonde cast out from club volleyball 
due to the peroxide hue of her dye job. 
They frequent the district silently, but 
numerously, in search of a masculine 
ideal with which they can commiserate. 
Not belonging, nay, but a sense of spatial 
acknowledgement for their narrative 
deviance from the “MiddKid,” whomever 
that may describe. 

But please remember: these are boys- 
humans with stories—not just souls to 
discard, to satisfy some odd yearning 
for a paternal ideal. I hope one can 
really “save” these men, or rather, that 
something can. It cannot be you, or I, 
or any of these women roaming these 
alleys, also lost in their own “emotional 
vagabondage.” They are all people lost 
wandering through and in-between 
archetype, composed of many but home 
to nowhere, to nobody. And yet, let us 
remember, not all who wander are lost. 


- Yours truthfully, Rayn Norschien 
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Top: Professor Gee R L’Boss starts lecture on the male gaze with a nod to her sponsor, Raid: 
Shadow Legends. 


Professor Interrupts Lecture with 
a Sponsored Message from Raid: 
Shadow Legends 


As inflation rises, many pro- 
fessors have turned to alterna- 
tives--lovingly called “side hus- 
tles”-- to ensure the fantasy of 
middle class academic life. While 
salaries have increased for most 
tenure-track faculty, those exclud- 
ed are resorting to unorthodox 
supplemental incomes. Last Thurs- 
day, visiting assistant professor of 
Japanese Dwayne Eed interrupted 
his lecture on Godzilla with a 
message from his sponsor, Raid: 
Shadow Legends. 

“Today’s lecture is sponsored by 
Raid: Shadow Legends, one of the 
biggest online mobile role-playing 
games of our time! Almost 10 mil- 
lion users have joined the Raid- 


Clover Drops New Issue: “Model Minorities” 


er-base over the last six months to 
experience its detailed models, en- 
vironments and smooth 60 frames 
per second animations!” 

Students were first confused 
when Eed’s soft voice suddenly 
shifted to a sonorous but assault- 
ing pitch. If they had read the syl- 
labus, however, they would know 
that a whopping 50% of their 
grade is based upon a successful 
download of the game. Another 
25% is dependent on spending a 
semester’s declining balance in 
Teleria’s boob-accentuating armor 
marketplaces. 

While student’s protested Eed’s 
rigorous grading of papers, quiz- 
zes, and discussion posts for the 


other 25% of their grade compo- 
sition, he reassured students that 
everyone could succeed through 
the pay-to-win landscape of Raid: 
Shadow Legends. 

“Everyone can be a champion 
in this class—as long as you get the 
game and buy, buy, buy!” 

While faculty deans might look 
unfondly upon Eed’s course eval- 
uations, he and other sponsored 
professors aren’t too worried; 
Raid: Shadow Legend sponsorship 
contracts offer opt-in health and 
dental insurance plans, a benefit 
many visiting professorships cur- 
rently lack. 


Senior Classics 
Major Finally Wins 
His Trojan War 


In a triumph of mythic proportions, a young Clas- 
sics major won his own personal Trojan War by losing 
his virginity. After four debilitating years of high 
school and an arduous semester pouring over Sopho- 
cles and Aeschylus, a young, semi-depressed Mor- 
decai Smith made historic progress on his odyssey 
to “slay that pootang” this weekend. Like all great 
adventurers, Smith’s journey began in his humble 
freshman abode. When Noodle reporters interviewed 
Smith, he insisted on recounting his conquest entirely 
in dactylic hexameter, or in his words, “sex-a-meter.” 


Book 1: Pre-Party; Setting: Battell 216. 19h30 

The style do thou sing, o goddess, of Mordecai 
Smith’s baby blue button-down, dark slacks, dark tie. 
Three empty mead bottles on the ground. One drunk 
seeker, two drunk beaters. Weezer and Neutral Milk 
Hotel. Prepared for the Odyssey to come. 


Book 2: Party; Setting: Atwater BBC. 22h37 

John meets them at the door. Mike’s in hand, 
hitting the Quan. Skechers shuffling on the floor. A 
girl, red hair, leather pants, huge tits. Steals a glance, 
glides over. Names exchanged, sides brush. “Timber” 
plays, they dance. One look in her eyes and his dick 
turns to stone. 


Scene 3: Post-Party; Setting: Atwater Single. Un- 
known room. 00h12 

Hands-on waist, lips on face. Light goes off, door 
slams shut. Clothes come off, she’s on top, he’s in 
shock. Thirty seconds of ecstasy, two minutes of 
apologies. Head between her thighs, like a Hydra, he 
spurs. Her toes curl, his victory assured. Mordecai 
the champ. 


“ I- I don’t even know what to say, those were the 
best thirty seconds of my life,” Smith said, breaking 
away from the epic poetry format to wipe a tear from 
his eye. “And a redhead, too.” 


Clover 


Spring 2022 


The student-published fashion magazine, Clover, 
has revealed their plans for a summer series: mag- 
azines highlighting how much better Asian-Ameri- 
can students act, dress, and study (even while their 
parents yell at them) than other minorities, titled: 
“Model Minorities.” 

“Tt was about time we made strides displaying 
these excellent assimilators. These are the kinds of 
kids we want here,” explained Charlotte Smith, edi- 
tor-in-chief of the magazine. “We’re going to take the 
whole Clover team to Sabai Sabai to celebrate. Oooh, 
I can’t wait to tip 5% for some Pad Thai...” 

The new series will feature weekly updates on the 


lives of straight Asian-American students on campus. 


“Said was right. We think they’re straight shooters. 
Articulate, well-mannered, and most importantly, 
immaculately dressed. Sloppy clothes? Rap music? 


Yeah.. we just can’t have that in an important on- 
line periodical such as ours,” Ima Nallie staunchly 
expressed. 

“I’m just really digging this whole ‘orientalism’ 
trend I’ve been seeing on TikTok,” explained club 
photographer Eddie Jenkins, “that’s where I get all 
my inspiration from. Recently, I’ve found myself 
super jealous of their foxy look. It definitely adds a 
whole new level of mystique and exoticism to their 
style that I just haven’t been able to recreate on my 
own yet.” 

Hopefully, this upcoming issue will be heralded 
as an important step towards accepting minorities on 
campus - as long as they're fitted. “After all, that’s 
why we're doing it,” Smith said. “So people know 
we're not racist.” 


Model Minority 
Edition 


Top: Inclusivity starts with representation and ends 
with a systemic failure to include poor people. 
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Another Baseball Player Lost To Netting epee 


In an unfortunate turn of events, 
the massive spider that lives in the 
batting nets has taken the life of 
yet another Middlebury baseball 
player. Metson Jetson, a first-year 
shortstop, was liquified after three 
days of continuous gnawing within 
the spider’s maw. His liquefaction 
marks the third spider-related 
“disappearance” to hit the baseball 
team this year. 

“We all knew it was coming,” 
said assistant coach Jeff Stepup. 
“We warned Metson to stay away 
from the spider’s side of the nets, 
but he just had to retrieve that foul 
ball.” 

Although terrifying and 
life-threatening, most of the team 
has a positive outlook on the net- 


ting spider. 

“On a good day our relationship 
is symbiotic,” said Ruth Stockholm 
‘22, a thousand-yard stare crossing 
his face. “We get to practice hitting 
pop-ups on the spider’s 30-foot 
wide thorax, and the balls that hit 
her quicken the digestion of our 
players within her belly!” 

The spider typically preys on 
low-performing players, such as 
those with the lowest batting av- 
erage or worst on base percentage, 
but she’s also been known to lash 
out at any who dare make eye-con- 
tact with her during practice. 

“What can I say, she knows how 
to guarantee our team is the best 
of the best,” says Hank Indeef, 
head coach of the team. “I mean, 


sure, we haven't played a game in 
years due to a constant demand to 
appease the netting spider, but if 


anything, that’ll guarantee our boys 


are on their toes and raring to go 
when we get back to the field.” 

Although some members of the 
team want to hire an exterminator, 
pushback from players-past has 
guaranteed the spider will stick 
around for some time. 


“Those practice nets were woven 


by that beautiful creature, and now 
these kids have the gall to disre- 
spect her like this? Have they no 
class?” says Geoffrey Besteal, ‘17. 
“I rest easy at night knowing that 
19-year-olds mediocre at baseball 
are getting picked off -- it’s what 
our team deserves!” 


Trainer Delivers Last Rites to Club Athlete: 
‘If only youd been better in high school.” 


The subject of sports medicine 
on campus has long been mired 
in controversy. Nowhere was this 
more evident than in Nelson recre- 
ational arena last Thursday, when 
a club volleyball practice went 
devastatingly awry. 

“One minute, we were bump- 
ing, setting, and spiking — you 
know, the usual — the next, my 
buddy Edvard was lying on the 
floor, yelling out in pain,” said 
club president Spiky (no last name 
given) ‘22. 

The sports specialist on duty, 
Moore Payne, arrived quickly, but 


once he saw that Edvard was a 
club athlete, he refused to adminis- 
ter crucial medical care. “I’m sorry, 
but you're not on a varsity team, 
so I'd rather you die of blunt force 
trauma,” he said, wrinkling his 
nose at the blood pooling around 
Edvard’s head. 

“Maybe if you'd played a little 
better in high school we wouldn’t 
be in this situation.” 

As Edvard writhed in ago- 
ny, Payne elaborated on why he 
couldn’t help: “It’s not just the 
rules preventing me from helping. 
It’s also a matter of principle: I 


don’t believe that non-varsity ath- 
letes deserve medical treatment.” 

“Besides, if Edvard here had re- 
ally wanted help, he could’ve gone 
through the collegiate recruitment 
process like all of the other athletes 
I treat. But no, instead he had to 
come to Middlebury based solely 
on academic achievement. Can’t he 
‘math’ his way out of this one?” 

Suddenly, Payne’s phone 
buzzed, and he looked down at the 
screen. “Sorry, gotta go —- someone 
on the swim team looked into the 
sun for too long.” 


DDLEBURY 


ss MEDICINE 


Top: “Come back when you’ve got some HGH and a blue varsity jacket.” 


Top: The Netting Spider descends from the ceiling, 
preparing to pounce. 


SPEC Hosts Immaculate 
Contraception Kegel 
Workshop 


SPEC, or Sectually Progressive Evangelist Chris- 
tians, partnered with the Newman Club and Middle- 
bury Mormons to host an immaculate contraception 
workshop. After forming a religious confederacy 
in light of the rise in ‘soaking’ discourse, SPEC and 
its allies hope to bring holiness to the discussion of 
contraception by maintaining the bodily and spiritual 
focus on the virgin Mary. 

While SPEC maintains its stance that abstinence 
is the best method for preventing conception, im- 
maculate or otherwise, the group has taken it upon 
themselves to educate young, progressive female 
Christians on the ways in which their sacred bodies 
can honor God, the Son, and the Holy Spirit without 
manmade contraceptives. 

Calling on the literature of Mormon kegels and 
the cyclicality of Marian Prayers, the workshop aims 
to join mind and body in the spiritual fight against 
unwanted pregnancy. In the part workout class, part 
Bible study format, participants meet each week for 
fifteen minutes of devotion before hitting the yoga 
mats with vaginal weights. To the rhythm of Hail 
Mary, participants raise their pelvises towards heav- 
en, working the pelvic floor muscles, hip abductors, 
and the ability of young holy women to dispel the 
impregnating powers of sperm unjoined in matrimo- 
ny. 

“Strengthening my pelvic floor and my relation- 
ship with faith, even in this season of singleness, has 
prevented my fall to sin,” said Kayteigh Lee Silvers 
’25. “While I’ve realized I won't be getting my ring 
before spring this year, I won’t be getting my vaginal 
ring, either!” 

Other sisters in Christ cited a similar disappoint- 
ment in singleness before reaffirming their apprecia- 
tion for the program. 

“I like to keep my womb fertile and free of hor- 
monal interventions. However, I can’t guarantee that 
kegel balls are the only balls I’ll encounter this semes- 
ter,” said Taylor-Claire Spring Ballz ’24. 
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CLASSIFIEDS 


Services: 

e Ben and Hairy's 
Full Body 
Treatment 

e No-TillL, No- 
Scratch Organic 
Bush Removal 

e Full Maple 
Syrup Bro-zilian 
Wax 

e Bernie's Back! 
(and Chest) Trim 


(only on election years) 


A 100% regenerative, 
chemical-free, 
Vermont-based service 


Vermont Rural Manscaping 
You Grow It, We Mow It 


iG You've heard of 


MASCARA e 


= Better than Sex' Mascara... 


Too Faced 


COSMETICS 
now presents 


"We Wouldn't Know' 
Lipstick 


Is this infected? 
se 


The Doctor's In 


Submit your time sensitive medical querys to be 
featured in our Fall edition! 


| 
r 
A a 
MA 
. 


Is this 
broken? 


| ER -il Ponni 


featured in the Joker (2019) 


® 
~ 


